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SPST ONE A. SE 


“The Play’s the thing !""—Ask for Thomas's Observer. 


Adelphi, Strand. 

Tue performances, at this Theatre, yesterday evening commenced 
with Love’s Dream, which, though it does not rank very high as a li- 
terary composition, is not devoid of merit, and from the able man- 
net in which the principal characters were supported, passed off to 
the entire satisfaction of a numerous auditory. The heroine, Cecilia 
Dormer, might have had a more lovely representative than Miss Kelly, 
but in the scene of her somnambelism, on which the whole interest of 
the piece turas, her acting was so powerful, yet so natural, as to de- 
monstrate that in this region of the drama she still remains unrivalled; 
at least, on the English stage. Wrench was as lively and easy as 
ever in Frederick ; time sits lightly ou this clever actor, and his spirits 
are as volatile as they were 20 years ago. Mr. F. Matthews was ex- 
cellent in the part of Mr. Dormer, though there.is not mvch to do; 
what there is, was chastely and vigourously done. Mr. Cullins, at the 
termination of this piece, executed some brilliant movements on the 
violin, playing as many tricks, nay more than his Jtalian rival ; he was 
greatly applauded. Old Regimeniale, Old and Young, and The Haunted 
Hulk followed. 























Dap-market Cheatre. 

JMfadame du Barry, made her second appearance here last night, 
and seemed rather more at home than on ‘Tuesday evening, we have 
not however changed our opinion, as to the probability of her attrac- 
tien; nor do we think it altogether politic at the present moment, 
(when courts are at a discount,) to give us a glance at suck a court ; 
composed of a sensual Monarch, and a set of igeoraut, rapacious, 
and unprigcipled courtiers, grovelling at the feet of a titled prostitate. 
It may be said, that our own court forms an admirable contrast to the 
disgusting picture, true, but if we only look back a few months, we 
might find a parallel not far from home. Miss Taylor was a trifle 
more natural, jn the principal role, but her performance yet wants 
smoothness and finish, it is like a picture crowded with vivid colours, 
without harmony in their disposition, where the eye is continually ar- 
rested by some glaring undetached masses of light, which offend from 
the want of chiar'oscuro, to relieve their brightness. Mrs. Asbton’s 
acting gives gieat prominence to the part of Florine, and her lover is 
personated with manly grace and energy, by Brindal ; Webster played 
Richelieu, much better than on the first night, and as he invariably 
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takes infinite pains to please, it is always a pleasure to us to praise 
him ; by the by we ought to have mentioned that his Mungo, in The 
Padlock, on Tuesday night, was richly comic. W. Farren, was not 
well enough to resume his part, in The School for Coquettes, which fol- 
lowed, and Mr. Gattie played it again. 


The following extraordinary account appears in the Chester Courant; 
“ Mr. Neville, the late manager of a Minor Theatre, at Manchester, is 
now in prison, and actually on the tread-mill, from his inability to pay 
a fine of £50, imposed on him for allowing an Italian opera to be per- 
formed in his Theatre, when no other place could -be obtained for the 
purpose !—His family are starving!’ Such an exertion of power is a 
disgrace to our government, and requires immediate and strict inves- 
tigation. 





Fashionable Lounges, 


T'o the Editor of The Theatrical Observer. 

Dear Mr. Epiror, I address you from the elegant and commodious Din- 
ing Rooms, Leicester Place, corner of Leicester Square, where I have just 
drop in to take my Dinner—here I find a profusion of newspapers, exquisite 
coffee, pretty and obliging waitresses, and what is a great gonsideration, very 
moderate charges—do pop in and take a snack—just wish to say a wurd—beg 
pardon, hope I don’t intrude—but will you excuse me—I have to mention, that 
i’ve arranged so as to rub shoulders with my friends, and the fashionable world, 
at one or other of the Grand Lounges about town. 

Monday I visit the Diorama, in the Regent’s Park, to see the two new and 
enchanting Views—Mount St. Gothard, painted by M. Daguerre, and Village 
of Unterseen, in Switzerland, Painted by M. Daguerre—these chef d’e@uvres, 
will shortly close to make room for two other beautiful Views just finished. 

Afterwards, I inspect the wonder of wonders, The Gigantic Whale, the length 
of which is 95 feet, at the handsome Pavilion, Charing-Cross,—hundreds of 
the curious, visit this Queen of the Seas, which excites the admiration, and 
astonishment of the public. . . 

Tuesday call at the Queen’s Bazaar 78, Oxford Street—splendidly fitted-up and 
magnificently arranged—visit the British Diorama, the 4 Views, by Stan‘eld, 
highly interesting—Lounge in the Physiorama, 14 Views from all parts of the 
world truly unique and beautiful—Step into the Octorama, S new Views of the 
French Expedition to Algiers; to which is added a new Grand Exhibition of 
the French Revolution, painted on many thousand feet of canvass—grand com- 
position, inimitable execution, and vast labour—crowded daily with fashionables. 

(n Wednesday, I step’d into Weeks’s Royal Mechanical ixhibition, 3, 
Tichborne Street, opposite the Haymarket, and as there were some beautiful 
Jadies there, fancied myself in the Harem of an Eastern Suitan ; such a display 

of magnificent jewelled and ornamented mechanism—flowers opening—animals 
and figurs moving—birds singing, and every variety of motion so true tonature 
that no description can do it justice. 

Idaily, between 1 and 4, qualify Mrs. Pry’s discordant notes with some har- 
/ money divine, and may be found at The Apollonicon, 101, St. Martin’s Lane— 
Horn’s ‘ Deep, deep sea,’ and Barnett’s ‘ God preserve the King,’ enchanting. 

On Friday, 1 pop in to examine Miss Linwood’s curious Needle-Work, in 
Leicester Square—just added other beautiful specimens of her art. 

L nightly lounge in the lobbies~fond of adventure—observed a beautiful 
Sylph admiring herself in my boots—‘ Why, Mr. Pry,’ says she, ‘ does a great 
actress resemble Warren’s Jet Blacking ?’ * Because she cuts ashine.’—I never 
give it up.—but I intrude, beg pardon, your’s, PAUL PRY: 
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